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HELENE. 
EDWARD A. JENKS. 

Under that snow-white sheet she lies — 
Helene my beautiful ! Helene my true ! 
Softly the morning breaks over the skies, 
Softly regretful stars kiss her Adieu ; — 

Lies she there seeming 

So blissfully dreaming, — 
Fragrant her ripe lips as breath of the morn — 

No one shall lisp her 

Name even in whisper — 
She's roaming where fairy-land fancies are born ! 

Clustering clouds of dark, passionate hair 

Frown back the curious beams of the sun : 
Hidden but meagerly, shapely and rare, 

Round, white, soft mysteries wait to be won ; — 
Seemingly bolder. 
One Parian' shoulder. 
Purity's self, dims the pillow below — 
While, thrown above her 
Head (who could but love her !) 
A round arm Ues white as the shimmering snow I 

Parting as clouds part when Summer winds blow, 

Heavenly wonders unveiling above, — 
So part the gauze-clouds, revealing below 
Opaline mountains in gardens of love ; — 

Soft undulations. 

Like Music's vibrations 
Coursing light-footed the silvery strings, 

Seem like the ocean 

In jubilant motion. 
Rocking its burden of beautiful things ! 

Waking as wake the young birds in their nests. 

Baby Nell opens her wondering eyes — 
Climbs where the lush mountains bear on their crests 
Strawberries ripe as the ruddiest skies ; — 

There, among treasures 

In bountiful measures, 
Roguish-eyed, cherry-lipped, pink-footed Nell 

Drinks from a chalice 

The king in his palace 
Might barter his crown for, and barter it well ! 



THE PALE YOUNG MAN. 

"Almost ten o'clock, and not yet dressed ! Come, 
hurry, Louise ! " 

And she spun with impatience the rich bracelet 
on her wrist. 

To see her, so trembling and expectant, who would 
not have attributed that child-like emotion to the 
anticipation of pleasure at z. fite? Who could not 
have seen a naive coquetry reflected in that blue eye 
that smiled so sweetly in the mirror? Who would 
have thought that that brow, crowned with fresh 
camellias, could ever wear anything but flowers ? And 
yet, to believe her friends, it was not so. There was, 
they said, a young man before whom all this charm- 
ing childishness disappeared. The evening previous, 
at the ball of the Spanish ambassador, they had 
spoken in mysterious signs and with mocking laugh- 
ter. 

"You see," said one, "she dances only with him." 

"But who is this Mr. Arthur?" asked another. 

"A journalist, I believe." 

" Oh, heavens ! and Miss Mary Beaugency can 
love such a man ? " 

" He is a Republican ! She told me, last night, that 
we no longer had the aristocracy of birth, and it was 
time that of talent succeeded it." 

" What a journalistic phrase ! " 

And the friends laughed as they shrugged their 
shoulders. 

All they had said, however, was true. Miss Beau- 
gency loved Arthur Aubert. Brought up in a semi- 
nary, far from the proud inspirations of her family, 
Mary had imbibed in her reveries and her solitary 
readings an exaltation which, while protecting her 
•from-'trivial errors, might lead her into dangerous 
imprudences. Placing happiness too high, perhaps, 
she co^'Id not resign herself to one of those exist- 
ences Wherein the morrow drags itself along just as 
did yesterday ; wherein every epoch dates itself only 
with figures, and the impression never leaves a 
souvenir. Already she had often shuddered beneath 
the touch of cold, incredulous hearts ; but she loved 
better her life mingled of hopes and chills than the 
empty joys of those who surrounded her. She 
marched confidently in front of her dream, present- 
ing her soul, all naked, to the future, pitying^-those 
who envelope themselves with indifference as with a 
mantle, and who prefer never to be caressed by a ray 
of sunlight than to expose themselves to a drop of 
rain. 

There is, for those from whom the world has not 



yet snatched the faith of childhood, an age of easy 
admiration for everything ; not that they do not 
comprehend the beautiful real, but because the moral 
beauty they carry in their souls reflects itself over 
all, hke sunlight giving the flash of the diamond to 
the coarsest glass. Epoch of sweet enchantments, 
wherein we believe we weep bitter tears over the 
romance that our eyes are reading, while they fall 
only on that written in the depths of our heart ! It 
is at this age that the young girl leans out of her 
window to listen to the harmonious noises of the 
night. It is then she looks into her future, and 
dreams of him whom she might love. And on the 
morrow, full of her hopes, she searches in the crowd 
him whom she saw in her dream, and if she finds in 
her path a face that responds, her heart yields, her 
life is decided. 

All this had come to Mary ; after having dreamed 
of an angel, she had seen Arthur, who had a coun- 
tenance from which shone "the pale cast of thought;" 
whose eyes were pensive, whose voice was low and 
soft! and she had felt herself troubled in her soul. 
From that moment her look had not quitted the 
young man ; she had observed his slightest actions. 
At the ball she had remarked that he constantly com- 
mitted those distractions that proclaim a soul pre- 
occupied with higher things. Then, he was poor ; and 
they had said, before Mary, that he was a young man 
of great intelligence, to whom the means of success 
alone were wanting. And so she had come to regard 
him as a genius rejected by his century, and strug- 
gling in silent torture. She had dreamed how sweet 
it would be for a woman to lean on her shoulder that 
head heavy with thought, saying to herself she 
would she were that woman. 

How could it be otherwise ? She was eighteen, and 
experience had not yet taught her to doubt. 

The young man was not slow to divine her, and 
soon they understood each other. 

Every day Mary saw him, and loved him more. 
This evening, even, he was to be present at the ball 
for which she stood prepared. 

Now you may understand why she was so impa- 
tient — ^why she had found fault with Louise. 

II. 

Nine o'clock struck, and good breeding did not 
permit of going so early to the ball. Arthur Aubert 
was seated near the fire, no longer with that pensive 
air, that abstracted look that he assumed only as a 
finishing touch to his toilette, but with the air of 
impatient ennui of a man who awaits something 
of more importance than a ball. Raymond Perrier 
entered. 

Arthur and Raymond had together entered the 
literary arena, both unknown and without protection. 
Raymond Perrier was one of those men who calcu- 
late their conscience aloud with naive impudence, 
and openly reject every feeling that cannot add 
ciphers to the sum total of positive profits. As for 
Arthur, without having a soul a whit more elevated, 
he showed less frankness in the expression of his 
desires. His connection with Raymond was an em- 
barrassment ; he suffered every time' the latter, with 
benevolent good fellowship, and without thinking 
of blaming him, unmasked some shameful thought 
that he had believed hidden in the bottom of his own 
heart. . He grew to be ashamed of this association of 
two souls that had only vices for point of contact. 

Raymond had scarcely entered when he threw 
himself on the t6te-a-tSte, and caressed his blonde 
moustache with a coquetry quite feminine. After a 
few words : 

"Apropos," said he, suddenly, without pausing for 
transition ; " I see you have something better in 
perspective than your journal." 

"How?" 

" Haven't you a rendezvous at the ball this even- 
ing with Miss Beaugency?" 

Arthur trembled. There is in these sudden revel- 
ations of our thought, made by another, a stupefying 
shock that leaves, at first, no room for the manifes- 
tation of discontent. He raised his head with an ex- 
pression more of surprise than irritation. 

" What do you want to say ? " 

"Well," continued Raymond, unheeding him, 
" fifty-thousand income is well worth the trouble of 
calculating what curb a fellow must put on his eye. 
One can study at least the art of melancholy and 
the gymnastics of sighing." 

" There are certain accusations to which it is use- 
less to reply." 

Raymond broke into a laugh. 



"At any rate," resumed Arthur, a little discon- 
certed, " I cannot see what has led you to charge me 
with views in regard to .Miss Beaugency. I scarcely 
know her." 

" Oh ! ho ! ho ! that is too much ! You believe us 
very stupid ! My dear, one sees what is before his 
eyes. It is certain, that for three months yours 
have been turned toward the fine estate of Mr. Beau- 
gency ; and don't imagine that I blame you ! There 
is only one goal in life, and we know very well that 
every road is good if it only leads to it. Gold ! gold ! 
It is life, it is all. I want it, and I write only for 
that. I am obliged to dirty my hands in^ picking up 
the mud I throw at others; but what matter? My 
articles are well paid ; they don't believe me, but 
they read me. Your hopes slip you on this side, and 
you take another direction. Right ; you have good 
perceptives. I tell you, your attentions to Miss 
Beaugency are nothing more than stock taken in a 
good speculation. I make news ; you, sentiment." 

"There are those who find means to soil every- 
thing," replied Arthur. "The man who stains the 
noblest faculties for gold cannot believe in the deli- 
cacy of others ; he cannot believe that one may love 
without selfish reservations." 

" Bah ! bah ! You are one of those beings who 
demand an angel's heart in the woman of their 
choice ! — like me : I demand of the world only glory 
and a garret I Ha I ha ! " 

" I have seen in Miss Mary, as you have jeeringly 
said, an angel one cannot help admiring, and I loved 
her before asking myself where my love would lead 
me." 

" Why, to marriage, of course ! " 

" That is a cruel pleasantry. Ignore you the dis- 
tance prejudice has placed between her and me ? " 

" No ; but I know of no one in the world abler than 
yourself to make them forgotten. When an eye melts 
like yours in a sea of sadness ; when the body is 
supple enough to take on at will those attitudes of 
lassitude that seem the effect of art organization bent 
beneath the weight of its own thinkings, what woman 
can resist ? And then — you are pale ! — ^and that 
word covers everything. Our poets have said so 
much of the pale face and languid eye, that it is 
henceforth understood as the seal of a profound 
feeling and a typical soul. To be pale is a gift from 
heaven ; a means of making a social position ; a con- 
dition, like that of a ventriloquist, or an Albino. The 
thing is to use this gift of nature ; and herein you 
leave nothing to desire." 

" You are mad ! most impertinently mad ! " ex- 
claimed Arthur, with a shrug. 

"Say that I am clairvoyant. And yourself, my 
discreet friend, you well know that your fine poetic 
face has served you marvelously with Mary, who is 
enraptured with iki^ pale young man." 

" Enough, Raymond ; spare her, at least. Even if 
she had divined and accepted my love, you know 
her family would ever remain inexorable." 

" Probably ; but you can compel them to acknowl- 
edge you." 

"How?" 

" By tempting Mary to something decisive : an 
elopement, for example." 

" That would do on the stage ; but in real life " 

" Real life is not made for exceptional creatures 
like Miss Beaugency." 

" Impossibre ! her family would curse us." 

" Disinherit you, you mean ? " 

" Not that." 

"They have tact, these big people; they would 
not make a useless scandal. And to give Mat to the 
affair, you might count on me. Am I not a journal- 
ist? I would say— (and the young man assumed a 
grotesquely solemn tone) — 

" ' A young girl, of a race the world calls noble, 
and whom a proud education had not spoiled, heed- 
ing only the voice of her heart, has cast from her 
the Gothic prejudices of the past, and has flown with 
a young man without birth or fortune, but called to 
the highest destinies of talent I ' etc., etc." 

Arthur's face had reddened with one of those 
equivocal blushes, which may be the expression 
either of a humiliating adhesion to your thought, or 
a scornful indignation. He kept silent for a moment ; 
then rose and took his hat. 

"Enough of these follies," said he. "Come; the 
ball must have begun." 

HI. 

The ball-room resounded with the music of in- 
struments and the noise of the dance. 



